GUIDE-BOOKS

bred5 efficient mediocrity for which there is
nothing whatever to be said. It is only in obscure
local guides that one finds the sublimely ludicrous.
In any town it is always worth taking a look at the
local guide. If you are lucky you will find one
In which a train is called 6 Stephenson's magic
babe.' Not often, I admit (for it is not every day
that a genius is born who can hit on such felici-
ties) ; but often enough to make the search worth
while. I myself have found some notable pas-
sages in local Italian guides. This description
of a sixth-rate ' Venus rising from the Sea * is
juicy : * Fenere^ abllgllata di una calda nudita5
sorge dalle onde. . . . E una seducente figura dl
donna, palpitante, voluttuosa. Sembra che sotto
I*epldermlde pulslno le vene fremeriti e scorre tepido
II sangue. Uocchlo languldo pare Inviti a una
dolcetregenda.' D'Annunzio himself could hardly
have done better. But the finest specimen of
the guide-book style I have ever met with was in
France. It is a description of Dijon. * Comme*
une jolle femme dont une maturlte savoureuse
arrondlt les formes plus plelnes> la capitale de la
Bourgogne a fait\ en grandissant, eclat er la funique
etrolte de ses vieilles murallies; elle a revfau la role
plus moderne et plus confortaUe des larges boule- '
vards, des places spadeuses, des faubourgs s*egrenant
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